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design supporting a roof of Chinese outline, crowned by a bell-tower glittering
with gildings. This is the Kepaulese Pagoda, the only temple dedicated to
Buddha that Benares contains at the present day.

We were now in the centre of the line of wharves fronting the Munikurnika
Ghat, the holy of holies, tho place where funeral piles are incessantly burning,
destined to consume the bodies of all those to whom fate has granted the happi-
ness of ending their days in the sacred city. Happy, indeed, thrice happy those
whose mortal envelope here becomes a prey to the flames, for the soul will depart
directly from the spot towards paradise, where, if they -have not been- great
sinners, it will animate the body of some future Brahmin. This felicity is, there-
fore, eagerly desired by every orthodox Hindoo. Rich people, on the approach
of a serious malady, hasten to Benares in the hope of ending their existence at
the 'gates of paradise; and those surprised by death give orders for their bodies
to be conveyed thither sometimes from a distance of hundreds of miles, to be
burnt'on the Munikurnika.

On landing at this wharf one is half suffocated by the dense foetid smoke
which hangs over it like a bluish dome. On all sides the funeral piles send up
their long flames, and their cracklings are accompanied by sinister .sounds. The
workmen of this dismal place, with their bodies naked and blackened by the
'soot, like real -demons, stir the fires by means of long bars of iron, or throw j*ars
of oil upon them. At each step we stumble over bones, and our feet sink deep
into the still warm human Just, whic'h, heaped in this spot as it has been for
centuries, forms a layer of considerable depth.

Hosts of hideous beggars, cripples, and hunchbacks, assembled here, torment
you with their lamentable cries, and will not leave you until they have extorted
a few coppers. Every moment long processions of pilgrims appear on the
terrace of the wharf,, which is backed by a picturesque line of temples. All
these people, as soon as they arrive, hasten to undress themselves, and plunge
into the sacred waters, after having paid the usual fee to the Brahmins, who stay
on the shore, squatting tinder large parasols, where they retail certificates of
purification, -indulgences, chapleCs, and amulets. One flight of stairs is specially
reserved for the women, who, sheltered by an imaginary wall, display themselves
in ingenuous nudity, plunging, frolicking, and letting their shouts be heard above
the uproar of cries and prayers. These nymphs of the Ganges are, however,
surrounded by' a retinue of venerable matrons, whose unimposing aspect soon puts
the indiscreet European to flight.

Next to the Munikurnika Ghat, the banks are decorated by a long succession
of palaces, whose beautiful facades spring above immense flights of strirs. Every
rajah has his residence here, at which he comes to pass thegre.it religious festivals.
One of the finest of these residences, the palace of the kings of Nagpore, rests on
a flight of a hundred stairs, made of enornjous blocks of white sandstone.

At the extremity of this noble row of palaces stands the great mosque of
Auyungjzeb, raising to heaven its two slender minarets, which seem to proclaim
the triumph of the pure doctrine of Mahomet over the dark worship of Siva,
, This mosque ocropies the site of the famous temple of Tishnu, which the
Emperor Aurungzeb caused to be razed, and which was regarded by the Vaish-
navas as the sanctuar^ of their religion, marking the spot where Vishnu himself
first appeared to man \ and the Madhoray Gh&t, a flight of a hundred stairs, whose